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for ten hours; it seemed like a lifetime, but there was
nothing to stop them from going on for a thousand
more. . . . "Didn't you hear your Voice in this room
on Saturday?" asked Beaupere. It was a shrewd way
of putting it.
Startled, she said quickly, "That's nothing to do with
your trial," but his experienced ear detected uncertainty
in her defiance and he tried again, until she admitted
that she had.
"What did it say?"
She had not heard very well, she said, but on her
return to her cell she had asked the Voices to speak to
her again (that Beaupere knew too, for her every move-
ment was spied upon) and they, understanding her
predicament, had given permission for her to tell more
than she had so far, provided only she did not implicate
the king. And on that basis Beaupere wormed out of
her the identity of the Voices "crowned with lovely
crowns, rich and precious," of the archangel Michael
and of Saint Catherine and Saint Margaret. It was a
long duel interrupted with many sharp refusals to answer
on her part, and he was unable to get her to commit
herself on the physical shapes of the Voices, in order to
compare them with canonical specifications, but those
details could be filled in later.
She saw that she was giving too much away, and
tried to help herself by interposing the interrogatory at
Poitiers between her and Beaupere's steady stream of
questions: "Go and see the register at Poitiers," she
told him over and over, or, "It is all written down at
Poitiers." It was a justifiable dodge to set off her triumph
with one lot of priests to mitigate the torment from
another, and an artful one. Too artful, for the court
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